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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor, 


Wednesday.—Went and had a look at the Ryde yacht racing. A 
little more cheerful than Cowes, and very pleasant on deck 
reading the newspaper, though a nuisance when you have 
to get up and dodge the boom. Something I read in the paper 
reminds me what a persevering young man the German Emperor is. 
He settled some time ago that this year commenced the new 
century. Of course, nobody took any notice, but now, just as we’re 
forgetting all about it, he’s brought out a “ new century”’ stamp ! 


THE STAMP OF ACCURACY, 


The Kaiser, perky as could be, 
Declared his view the true one— 
‘‘ We’ve done the nineteenth centuree, 
And started on the new one.”’ 
He told the world on every hand— 
Ti didn’t seem to move it, 
But now he’s issuing a brand 
New postage stamp to prove it. 
And there you are! Left Ryde and made best of my way to the 
Grau Cathedral, where they were very pompously—i.e., with great 
pomp—celebrating the nine-hundredth anniversary of the [intro- 
duction of the Catholic Church into Hungary. Dear me! How 
time does fly ! 


Thursday.—There seems to be something queer about those 
defences of ours which we have been repeatedly assured were “as right 
as right could be.’”? Went down with Wolseley to see a field day at 
Aldershot. Crumbs! . . Well, the Chief spoke out, anyway, 
and maybe they’ll take his words to heart. 


QUIS CUSTODIET ? 


At Aldershot there seems a lot 
Of latent danger lurking-- 
They’ve had a hint they’re not to stint 
Right down ab ovo working, 
‘“‘ We've got the men and cash ”—what then ? 
With “ lions led by ”—creatures, 
It’s well to preach from texts like ‘ teach ”’— 
Butywho’s to teach the teachers ? 
Came back and looked in at the National Gallery to see two more 
hew pictures, a Fra Bartolommeo—the only one—and Burne 
Jones's “King Cophetua.” Very nice to have them in the 
(National) house. 


Friday.—Took Lady Warwick down to the Crystal Palace, and 
helped her to open the “One and All” Flower Show. Picked a 
buttonhole, and came back to town. Attended a lively “ Allsopps’”’ 
Meeting. Business bad—shareholders object. 


| 








BAROMETRICAL., 


Oh, bruit it all over the town—the town, 
Wherever you breakfast or sup, 
As sure as the profits go down —go down, 
The shareholders’ tempers go up. 
Took T.R.H. the Prince und Princess of Wales over to Frankfort- 
on-Maine, and then ran round to Vienna to see about the prepara- 
tions for the Emperor Joseph’s birthday. Took the Shah to 
Bruges. 

Saturday.—Welcomed the Portland Field Hospital on its return 
from the front after good service. Kan over to Pekin to congratu- 
late the Legations on their delivery. Saw the Folkestone cyclists’ 
parade well started, had a few moments at the Wargrave Regatta, 
and then made off to Paris, and helped President Loubet distribute 
the Exhibition prizes. Coming back, reflected on threatened rail- 
way strikes. Strange thing how masters forget their position. Actually 
a railway company inthe West refuses to retain an invalid signalman 
at an important post! Of course, to strike and starve a whole 
neighbourhood is the obvious duty of the men. 


OF COURSE. 
The masters take such funny views ! 
The workman simply stares 
When any boss presumes to choose 
To work his own affairs; 
The workman settles ‘‘ what’ and ‘* who”’ 
And “ where” and “ what’s a day,” 
And all the master has to do 
Is, mind his eye and pay. 
Dined with Count Albert Mensdorf and Austro-Hungarians at the 
Savoy to celebrate the Emperor Francis Joseph’s birthday. 

Monday.—Ran down to Windsor and helped Her Most Gracious 
to “privately invest’? Lieutenant Robertson. Ran over to Paris 
for the International Fire Brigade competition—Portugal, first ; 
England (oh, my country!), second; Buda-Pesth, third. Went up 
(and down) the Thames with the West Indian cricketers (per favour 
of Mr. R. 8. Lucas) and enjoyed it very much. 

Tuesday.—Helped Her Most Gracious with another private 
investiture. Lieutenants W. Robinson and Mansfield Jones this 
time, who both took V.C.’s. Hooray! Hospital Commission 
started examinations in Cape Town. 

ALL RIGHT! 

The. Royal Commission is off 

(Off to South Africa, please) ; 
Some at'its usefulness scoff, 

Some of us think it ‘‘ the cheese.” 
Some at the hospitals scout, 

Some call them adequate quite, 
And, really, I haven’t a doubt 


That everybody is right! THE SPOTTER. 
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First Angel.‘ Have you heard? Kitty Rattlepace has gone in for fencing.” 

Second ditto.—* No, really; you don’t mean that ugly squinting girl?” 

Hirst ditto—Oh, no; her sister—the one that always takes the ugly one about with her.” 
Third ditto.—‘‘ I suppose she takes her as a foil.”’ 
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Election Mems. 


Down (E.)—Mr. F. Heron (U.) will stand. Will he stand on one 
leg, as we believe herons sometimes do? Anyway, he’s “ got a le 

(We learn from the Times statistician that the fast travelling to stand on,” and he need not feel ‘“* Down in the mouth.” 
record for 1899 is held by the Philadelphia and Reading Railway, CAITHNESS.—Mr. Finlay C. Auld (U.) will oppose Dr. Clark (pro- 
which, by running an express train 554 miles in 50 minutes, secures Boer). ‘Should Awld acquaintance be forgot?” Never! Though 
the fine average of 66°6 miles per hour. | we believe the House would find a new acquaintance in Mr. Auld. 

PortsmoutH.—Sir H. D. Wolff (U.) will stand with Mr. J 
Majendie (U.) against Sir J. Baker, M.P. (R), and Mr. T, A. 
Bransdon, M.P. (R.) Well, we don’t want to ‘‘ keep the W olff from 
the door,” or House; and, as regards to Sir J. Laker, we hope it 
be a case of *‘ not to-day, Baker !”’ 


Fifty-five-decimal-five and Sixty-six- 
decimal-six. 












Tuer Captain of the Pinafore 
What time his ‘ kindly crew’ 
And his unduteous daughter o’er 
A common sailor gushed —upheld 
‘lo Mistress Moon his finger-rings, 





’ 





rebelled, 










And bade the ‘* regent of the heavens ”’ 
Explain why every earthly thing’s 
** Kither at sixes or at sevens ”’! 
But many a strenuous English Railway Co., 
Which for the ‘‘ record’ train-speed subtly tries, 
More deeply mourns what Uncle Sam can show— 
The champion tale of Sixes and of Fives! 


From Camden to Atlantic City 
The Yankee pufi-puff ploughs its way 
As quoted supra. And our gritty 
And dauntless engine-drivers say 
That, while they envy, they admire 
The tip-top pace of Samuel’s train: 
And, since to beat it they aspire, 
I think they won’t aspire in vain! 
For Britain's engineers shall yet contrive 
To lick the train which “ all creation licks "— 
Boasting its mileage FIFTY-FIVE-POINT-FIVE, 
Its hourly speed-rate sIxTy-siX-POINT-SIX ! 





Essex (MaLpon).—Hon. C. H. Strutt, M.P. (U 
by Mr. J. M. Henderson (R.). We trust that Mr 
walk proudly into Parliament. 


LEICESTERSHIRE (E.)—Lord Cecil Manners (U.) will stand. Ald 
Wakerley is the Liberal candidate. ‘ Manners, gone 
Manners!” is what we say. ‘Other times, other manners, if y 


like ; but this time, this Manners, please! 


nie 


. Strutt will agall 


), will be opposed 
















: There’s ‘Air! 
“ AnD beauty draws you with a single hair.” 
has drawn the gold medal at the Paris Exhibition 


actors’ and actresses’ hirsutical adornments. This naturally 18 
highest award in respect of wigs, whiskers, moustachios, eyebro 
et hoc genus omne. Let all the unmarried men, with whom i 
ness is said to prevail most, flock to the wiggeries of Clarks 7 
bald head, although typical of there being no parting t is 
possesses no charm for maiden meditation. Go, get thyself 


hair. 













Mr. W. Clarks0® 
for his exhibit 
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“A Lost Love.” 
FOND RECOLLECTIONS. 


A poa to match “ Busy” 
Can no chance be found, 

If search’d were the county, 
For a hundred miles round, 


A fox terrier pure 
Marked black, tan, and white, 
Quite matchless for beauty 
When a little, sweet mite. 


'Twas with only a glance 
Then, my fancy he caught, 
And so promptings of love 
He quite soon my heart taught, 


He cheered me when sad, 
He amused me when gay ; 
And his beaming eyes shone 
With sweet love’s softest ray. 

















His winning affection 
Endeared him to me. 

Absorbing devotion ! 
Shall I e’er again see ? 


Thus my heart-strings were wrung 
When my “ Busy ”’ I lost ; 

And my lasting regret 
I shall find to my cost. 


My fond recollections 
Will cling to the past, 

And my faithful dear ‘‘ Busy” 
Long as this life shall last. 


My friend and companion 

For the space of nine years ; 
When I think of his love 

My words fail me throwgh tears. 

















The Pianist’s Pick-Me-Up. | 


[Once more the Lancet comes out in | 
its familiar réle of alarmist. This time 
it is young pianists who receive a note | 
of warning. Through the excessive 
stretching of their fingers, it appears, 
they render themselves liable to muscular 
and nervous affections. ] 


Ir like cures like, as homeopaths give 
out, | 
Declaring it a truth which can’t be 
_ shaken— 
Pianists’ ills should vanish without | 





GOOD FRIENDS? 


(Scene: A dressing room of the Gardenia Theatre.) 


doubt, | Gertie.—“ There seems to be something peculiar about this powder.”’ 


If, as a tonic, tonic-sol-fa’s taken ! 








Peculiar People I Have Not Met. 


WE understand that the lecture on ‘‘ Peculiar People I Have 
Met,” given recently by a popular humourist, was so great a success 
as to encourage the versatile lecturer to pursue the subject a little 
further, and enlighten the public concerning other peculiar people 
with whom he has not met. Not having been to the lecture 
ourselves we are unable to determine with any approach to accuracy 
what peculiar people this genial critic has or has not met, but in 
the latter category we should certainly expect to find some of the 
following. Anyhow we have never met them, and we scarcely 
believe that our popular entertainer, with all his large experience of 
men and things, has done so either. .As for instance :— 


People who have not got a cold when they are asked to sing at a 
social gathering of friends. 

People who go every summer tothe seaside, and come back one 
halfpenny the better for it. 

People who have got a ‘‘ fiver” about them when you ask them 
for the loan of one. 

People who return the umbrellas you lend them. 

People who conscientiously pay their tailor’s bills. 
I i who really find they get things cheap and good at bargain 

es, 

People who, when they hear the winner of a big race, refrain from 
remarking, ‘I told you it would win.” 


Millie (the Maliciows).—‘‘ Perhaps the peculiarity is in your features, my dear!” 


People who read all the correspondence that floods the news- 
papers in the silly season. 

People who imagine that any of it emanates from the general 
public. 

People who can see what He saw in her when a gentleman marries 
the lady of his choice. 

People who can distinguish what she saw in him when a lady 
gives her hand and heart in marriage to a gentleman. 

People who have the temerity to remind a lady that ‘“ this is—er 
—our dance, I think,” when she is “ sitting out” with a gentleman. 

People who can demonstrate to any reasonable being that the 
earth is flat. 

People in their sober senses who seriously believe that men are 
descended from monkeys. 
rs People who think that the war will be concluded on Michaelmas 

ay. 


enema 














ARRANGEMENTS have béen made by Mr. Henry Osmond to tour a 
two-act musical comedy, provisionally entitled, Figine Limited, in 
the autumn. The book is by Mr. Horace W. C. Newte, the lyrics 
by Mr. John W. Houghton, and the music by Mr. Landon Ronald. 
The scene of the first act is the Terrace of the House of Commons, 
the second at tue Paris Exhibition. 




















































ery 
aaa a 
a eS ae 


ee. 
Ee 














> 
we 













































aE A AE 


ie — 





ee ee ee ee ee 
Bip ee oe eng ae en ee oe 

















~ 


te, 


Hy UN : AUGUST 28, 1999 


——== 


To pes ac duplicities blind, 
Of nobody seemed he afraid, 
‘*‘ Help me!” Ioried, and he came— 
Straight tothe bars of my trap— 
And it must seem 
Strange as a dream, 
That J was saved by a Jap ! 


Here’s to the brave little Jap! 
Careless of slaughter was he— 
Hearing of Europe’s mishap, 
Cried he: “‘ Her children I’ll free | 
China I know as a foe, 
Ruthless and cowardly, too, 
On to Pekin I shall go; 
And who opposes shall rue 
The day that they grappled with me; 
I know their tricks and their ways, 
Civility weakness would be, 
Nought but severity pays! 
I shall press on till I win 
The goal I am keeping in sight, 
And at the gates of Pekin 
I'll teach my rival to fight!” 
Aye, and he did as he said ; 
His path to the City was straight— 
With blood he has painted it red, 
Red is each fortress and gate. 
And now, that he’s reached me in 
time, 
Broken my death-dealing trap— 
His hand though I clasp— 
I hardly can grasp 
That he who thus came is a Jap! 


Here’s to the brave little Jap! 
Honoured for ever he’ll be, 
Nor shall he meet with mishap— 
He who thus came to help me. 
Surely my sons shall afford, 
To him who rushed on to ry aid, 
A rich and a fitting reward ; 
I say it, and will be obeyed. 

No more shall the Bear from t!:e North 
My brave little saviour oppress; 
No more shall the Leaguers come forth 
To rejoice at a pigmy’s distress. 
What he fights for, aye, that he shall 

win, | 
And Britain—the chief of my sons— | 
Shall defend him when Cossacks begin | 
Their game of Peace Missions and | 
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guns. . 
Aye, he shall have friends at his need, 


‘* Are you playing in the Married v. Single match, Mr. Batter ?” My bravest shall come at his call, | 
“No; I'm not eligible.” OrI ase Sieerncne rodeed, tall | 
‘How's that? You’re not married, so I suppose vou’re gj 9% An urope’s proud name have & iaus | 
‘Not at all; I’m a twin.” AEE. 00S ae No more shail - struggle to free 
Himself from the Muscovite’s trap; 
YY When the time comes he'll sé 
| ‘ I remember that he 





































































Thanks ! | “ We must be first ! ” shouted all. Who saved me at last was a Jap! 
EUROPE :—~ = pk for the last place cares a — 
= to ee Jap! Sirenge, you'll agree, The Spirit of the Wood. 
_ How can 1ank him enough ? at I should be ? , w 
| Surely I'd met with mishap Rescued at last by a Jap ! een gnns 3 ‘ot seer aptcit. wil: 
Had he bery amen a, Here’s to the brave little Jap ! obtained, not from potatoes, beetrod 
Physical courage and 1 |: He didn’t flinch from the fray— and molasses, but from the trees of 
Leaving my chil stag pr ; Cosine - caught in a trap, forest. ] 
g ‘ fae rainy ey ry one quarrel ! Germany's boehbnas Get bene y: WE’RE quite convinced the woodland 
a ;, 0 rst!” said the Bear: RARE ware: sic a sprite 
N Oui!” cried tho tigerish Monkey, Pranse with his asters es Was only a chimera, a 
: Veh his arm with an air America tena +o fet Feigned by the poets—this is quite — 
“Pooh | "Wie ann mene: Britain’s reluctance and doubt A scientific era; 
a Oo are you?” screamed ‘Spite my position so grim, - The spirit of the wood we simp- 
e Bird J genn, Ly turn into a bottle imp! 
Who thinks he’s an eagle of cul ap seemed to care nought about, f 
Though he is but an fe art _—s All of it’s nothing to him. This product of inventive wit — 
ue Caricature of a vulture | He'd but to do or to die, Gives no one room to doubt it; 
i Over their yells and their cries | On he pressed fiercely and fast, Yet when you come to think . ’ 
Loud rose the roar of the Lion: And to-day, rescued amT, There’s nothing new about 1; 
Roused to an indignant surprise. ’ ; Rescued and happy at last. | It was already understood she 
All of them he kept his eye med Viplomacies vexed not the mind You can draw spirits ‘‘from | 











Of him who dashed on to my aid— wood”’ ! 
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TO JAPAN LIES THE HONOUR OF HEADING THE RESCUE OF THE LEGATIONS AT PEKIN, 














Aveust 28, 1900. 
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The “Fun” Club. 
ELEVENTH MEETING. 


* THe Club was filled with a merry’ but perspiring crowd. Mem- 
bers had hurried home from the four quarters of the world to see 
the fireworks which, in honour of the Pekin Legations, were to be 
let off in the spacious grounds surrounding the Clubhouse. 


Fun’s Political Squibs were the subject of much-admiring 


comment, while the Fire-Balloons D’Essaye met with very general 


approval. The Chinese Crackers, which went off very suddenly, 
provoked much derisive laughter. The Roman Candles, while 
they pleased a certain section of the company, were vigorously 
hissed by a small but noisy minority, who said they were 
Wvekliff’ Preachers, and were distinguished from their fellow 
members by the goodi-goodness of their professions and the badness 
of their manners. The Golden Rain was also denounced as super- 
fluous by some indignant holiday-makers who hated the very name 
of rain after their recent experiences. With these exceptions, the 
pyrotechnical display was a distinct success, a set-piece showing 
Fun's current cartoon in parti-coloured fire meeting with loud and 
prolonged applause. After the fireworks the meeting adjourned to 
the Hall of a Million Lights, and the conversation became general. 

“So the Shah didn’t pay us a visit after all!’’ said Lord Rose- 
bery with a meaning smile. ‘ I was never more surprised in all 
my life!” 


“Nor was I!” said the Lord Chamberlain, ‘ and I had prepared 
a round of gaiety for him that would have astonished him!”’ 

“T can quite believe it,’’ said Lord Rosebery. 

“ Yes,” said the Master of the House, ‘‘ when the Guv’nor spreads 
himself out, things hum, I assure you.” 

‘Aye,” cried the Lord Steward, ‘for blythe and lightsome 
jollity commend me to the Court of St. James’s, when it let’s itself 
0. 
‘‘ Berlin's pretty gay at times, I’m told,” said a Lord-in-Waiting ; 
“the Iimperor'’s after-dinner stories, I’ve heard, are very bright.” 

“They are!’’ said the German Ambassador, with a sigh, 
apparently of heartfelt relief. ‘ The Kaiser is indeed a very sur- 
prisingly sprightly monarch !”’ 

‘‘ Rather unexpected, isn’t he?’ said Lord Rosebery. 

“Oh, uncommonly !”’ said the Ambassador with a shudder. 

‘But to return to our muttons,”’ said the Lord Chamberlain ! 
‘fancy the Shah’s not coming after all!”’ 

* Well,” murmured the Poet Laureate, ‘‘ 1 don’t know, I’m sure. 
The routine of a Court palls after a time, I’ve felt it myself, don’t 
you know. It is refreshing to mix with the vulgar herd. After con- 
versing with the élite of society a chat with Morris here does me 
good.” 

“Do I understand,” said the Welsh Bard, with a withering 
frown, ‘that you compare me with the vulgar herd ?” 

Not at all,’’ said the Laureate, hastily, ‘I forgot what I was 
saying. But the Shah —I wrote a verse or two on the Shah. which 
I shall have much pleasure in reading to you. I call them— 


“THE SHAH AT OSTEND. 


‘The Shah is not much upon Courts, people say, 

He finds them so dull, and he likes to be gay- ‘ 

‘Are you coming to Windsor to spend the week-end ?’ 
‘Oh, no!’ said the Shah, ‘I am off to Ostend! 


“* Maids of Honour are nice, I’m prepared to admit— 
And their costume I really consider a hit— 

But, oh, to compete they can’t even pretend 

With the young lady bathers at Giddy Ostend !’ 


‘So the Shah has been ‘ going it,’ good people say— 
The Kursaal he’s visited—not for the play— me 
Oh no, he just looked in, expecting a friend— 

It’s a way people have down at Giddy Ostend. 


‘‘ And the wives of his bosom are worried, they say 
He told them at Courts he intended to stay— ; 
To come over and fetch him those ladies intend 
If he stops any longer at Giddy Ostend!” 


“Ah,”’ said Lord Salis *, joini 
diplomacy is oat ar gor ail!” — te el tina ie 
at! beg your yon cried Lord Rosebery. 
A Agel ~~ i ra is pry ses after all,” shouted the 
Tae oe at his only possible rival. 
voce + hi d Lord Rosebery, looking round him 
“ Why in China,” said the Master of Hatfield. 


“ The Legations 





“In these hard times,” whispered the man at the-wheel, « I'm 


prepared to take credit for almost anything!” — 

‘‘ Well, I hope you’ll make the most of the situation, that’s all,” 
said Lord Rosebery. 

“Trust me!” cried the Premier cheerfully. ‘If Li Hung 
Chang thinks he can take me in, he’s verymuch mistaken. By-the. 
bye, talking of Li, I—e1—wrote a little verse.” 

“What is Salisbury among the poets?” shouted the Duke of 
Devonshire. ‘ Read it out, old man.” 

“Tf you’re sure you’d like to hear it!” said the Premier with an 
ingenuous blush, “I should be most happy, I’m sure.”’ 

‘¢ Wouldn’t miss it for worlds,” cried the Duke. 

“Well,” said the head of the Cecils, ‘it’s only a parody, you 


know. I call it :— 


‘¢ Ou, Li, Srr! 
“(With apologies to Mr. Albert Chevalier.) 


“Li has got a notion, mid this wild commotion, 
He’s a-going to puzzle me! 
Fust he said he wouldn’t, then he-said he couldn’t, 
Now he says, ‘ Oh, well, I’ll see! ’ 
Oh, Li, Sir! Slim Li, Sir! 
If you die a sudden death you'll only have yourself to blame ! 
Oh, Li, Sir! Smart Li, Sir! 
How d’yer fancy ‘ Walker’ for yer other name?” 


‘‘ Chorus, gentlemen,” said the Duke, and the whole strength of 
the company sang the chorus over and over again with much gusto. 

‘‘Not bad! ” said Sir William Harcourt. 

“Not bad!” shouted Mr. William Watson indignantly. “I 
consider it too sweet for words!” 

“ So do I,”’ said Mr. Swinburne, ‘‘ much too sweet! ”’ 

‘‘ Ah, I don’t mean what you mean,” said Mr. Watson. 

‘‘ You mean,” said Mr. Buchanan, who expects nothing from 
Statesmen, and gets it, quarterly; ‘‘yow mean, when Statesmen 
sing aloud, minor poets sing small.” 

‘‘Hush,” said Sir William Harcourt; ‘let dogs delight, but 
birds in their little nest agree! By-the-bye, Halifax, that affair at 


Brighton has touched you up a little! ” 
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EXTRAORDINARY, INDEED”! 
Lady (on a visit to town from the country).—*,Well, really,71 
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~<a nel What a remarkably clever house! Moveable, too ! 
Sst LNne} Lnev ly YY); , rt > : ow re 
Sub, th they told me t expect something extraordinary up here 


London, 
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«“ You mean that Ornaments decision of Tristram’s! I can’t say 

it affects me much,” said Lord Halifax. “Any decisions given 

against my party I consider, and always shall consider, bad in 

law, and worse in morals. I did a bit of verse which you might 
like to hear. It puts my opinion ina nutshell. I call it :— 


‘¢ ORNAMENTS OF THE CHURCH. 


“Said the Low Church to the High Church : ‘ Here! Oh, dash it 
all, I say ! 

Come, hurry up, and take those naughty ornaments away. 

For the Rubrics are the golden bricks of which the Church is built, 

And to goand add a brick to them is piling guilt on gilt ! ’ 


«Said the High Church to the Low Church: ‘ You have often said 
to me, 

‘Mr. Kensit is an ornament of Church Societee ’— 

And, therefore, ere I move at all—I most devoutly pray 

You'll come yourself and take that precious ornament away !” 


‘‘H’m,” said the Champion of Protestantism viciously, “ you wait 
till we get to the polls. I'll give you ornaments!” 

“ Ah, Londonderry,” cried Mr. Goschen, ‘‘ how’s coals ?”’ 

“Charming,” said the Postmaster General, with a Mount Pleasant 
smile ; ‘‘ that is—I mean—higher than ever!” 

“‘ Well, all I know is, it’s a bad thing for the country!’ said the 
First Lord, “‘and what Hicks-Beach will say when he sees my little 
coal bill, heaven alone knows!”’ 

‘‘ Well, we mustn’t grumble,” said Lord Londonderry; ‘ it’s an 
ill wind that blows nobody any good, and there’s a silver lining to 
every cloud, as I always say to people who complain of their letters 
being @ year or so Jate.”’ 

“Talk of bimettalism!” said Lord Rosebery, “shall we crucify 
mankind on a cross of coal? That’s what I want to know.” 

“ Yes,” said Mr. William Watson, ‘‘coal will soon be the most 
valuable of the minerals. I did a bit of verse on the subject, which 
I will read you. I call it— 


“Orp KinG COAL. 


‘‘ Oh, rich is the man who has ‘ shares’ in abundance— 
And rich is the man who can revel in stocks— 
And the man whose bank balance shows cash in redundance 
Can laugh with delight when the ‘income-tax’ knocks ! 
Oh, rich is the landowner—rich beyond measure 
The stockbroker when he a market controls— 
But richest is he who’s amassed that vast treasure, 
A ‘hundred’ of ccals! ”’ 


“Ah, well,” said Mr. Balfour, ‘thank goodness that, even if 
eet have to give up running, we can still get about on our 

ikes!” 

‘‘So we can,”’ said Sir William Harcourt. 

“ By the bye, talking of bikes,” said Sir William Watson, “ the 
Bloated Beast, the Loathly Worm, the Foul Monster, has forbidden 
biking in Constantinople.” 

; “I beg your pardon,’ said Lord Salisbury, ‘‘ you are referring 
Oo wera se. 

‘The Sultan!” said Mr. Watson, with a virtuous frown. 

‘“‘ And he has forbidden the bicycle, has he?’’ said Lord Rosebery, 
“*T wonder why !”’ 

‘So do I,” said Mr. Lewis Morris. ‘I put a few ideas into verse, 
which I will read you— 


‘‘The Sultan of Turkey is down on the bike, 

There is something about it he doesn’t quite like. 
Well, crime moves in cycles—sans reason or rhyme— 
So he possibly thinks it’s a cycle of crime. 


“Or perhaps he has caught the sweet girls of his harem, 
Going out in his clothes, though forbidden to wear ’em! 
But whatever the cause of this sudden dislike, 

The Sultan of Turkey is down on the bike! ” 


‘‘ How’s the war going?” said a member of the House to Lord 
Lansdowne. 

** Don’t ask me,” wailed the Great Minister. 

“That was funny,” said Mr. Kipling, ‘“‘De Wet asking Baden- 
Powell to surrender! I put it into verse, with a moral. 1 call it— 


‘¢ ARCADES AMBO. 


‘¢* Surrender,’ said the bold De Wet— 

Chaffed Baden-Powell: ‘ Why, yes—you bet!’ 
Both showed their hands and both held trumps, 
Said Wet: ‘What ho!’ Cried Powell ‘She bumps! 


‘‘ Said brave De Wet, with wily grin :— 
‘You really cannot hem me in!’ 

Said Baden: ‘ Well, you need not shout, 
You found you couldn’t fire me out!’ 


‘** As each is worth an army corps, 

We thought there'd be a tug of war— 
But on they chaffed, these men of might, 
And somehow that was not a fight. 


‘* Moral :— 


“And the taxpayer cries, as he reckons his losses > 
‘Oh, cut the cackle and get to the hosses!’”’ 


And the moral so affected the company that they adjourned to 
supper. 
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The Chinese War. 


THROUGHOUT the world glad news is now proclaim’d ; 
Allies in force advancing, did not fail 
To reach Pekin, in ancient annals fam’d ; 
The Dragon Throne is trembling in the scale! 
At last the bolt has fallen from the blue! 
This City vast lies at her foemen’s feet ! 
E’er this no enemies have entered to its rue; 
‘Tis said the Government has moved its seat 
To Sian-fu—the ‘‘ Rome '’—the heart of Middle 
Kingdom, now dating back two thousand years, 
In ‘Classic Dynasties ’’ renown’d—a riddle— 
By distance, trying to allay all fears, 
Atop of some stupendous mountain ranges, 
Through which no enemy could force a way, 
’Tis said the Empress Dowager her Palace changes, 
Distant six hundred miles, to hold her sway. 
Thank God! Legations are at last relieved ; 
The agonised suspense is at an end; 
The news authentic has been now received, 
May succour prove all powerful we send ! 
May retribution, follow swift, and sure! 
Forbidden City! See it now ablaze ! 
Full punishment must China yet endure 
For crimes official ; ‘‘ Boxers’”’ cruel craze! 
In Anglo-French last war of occupation, 
“They enter’d not Pekin, but stay’d without ” ; 
So China thought by this odd stipulation 
‘‘ Barbarians’ were smitten to a rout. 
The Dragon Throne ts vanquish’d and undone, 
And China in “ Barbarian”’ toils is wound | 
O’er untold millions, Victory is won! 
Throughout all Asia will this news resound, 


J. H. OAKLey. 








No Flies on the Twopenny Pullman. 


[Great minds leap together, and it’s only fair to our rhymist to 

say that the lines hereunder were written before the appearance in 

rint of Mr. ‘“‘ Dagonet’s’’ humorous paragraphs of August 19th, — 
D. Fun. ] 


TuBE be or not tube be ? That was the question 
Of those with Central London’s “ shoot ”’ concerned. 
And one insomnia got, and one’s digestion 
Was interfered with sorely (so I’ve learned), 
Through fears that, in these days competitive, 
Their great electric embryo might not live ! 


Tube be or not tube be ? The troublous question 
Is doubly answered. And those doubters twain 
Resent, and contradict, the least suggestion 
That e’er they felt a twinge (in heart or brain) 
Of Didymean doubt : for the survey 
A Twopenny Tube that’s come to stay—-AND PAY | 














Erin-go-Bragh. 


M. Louset, the President of the French Republic, has evidently 
a keen appreciation of British spirits. Amongst the awards at the 
Paris Exhibition appears the name of Dunville as Al in Irish 
whiskeys, attributed by the President after ae a tumbler of 
the genial beverage, which he pronounced to be “very good.” 


And he quaffed ha! ha! and he laughed ha! ha! 
As he drank of the Dunville Brew; 

May I never fare worse and never go far 
Pour le p’tit Brand 4 quatre sous ! 


——— = — 
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“On Things in Genera)” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s ” WaSHERWomay, 


WE can breathe freely at last now we 
’ave offishal confirmashun of the good 
noos from Pekin, tho’ it ain’t the sort of 
place I shoud choose for a evenin’ walk. 
they ses fightin’ is goin’ on in the streets’ 
an’ part of the city is on fire, so, alto. 
gether, it must bea “warm” korner 
We’ve been landin* troops in Shanghai, 
so France is goin’ to quarter some marines 
there. Ow long will the Allies be allies 9 
Ekker arnsers “ al(l)lies! "—I means ag 
as regards the supposed friendliness of 
the Powers. There’s no use shuttin’ oyy 
eyes to the fac’ that the shadder of a big 
war is over the land; it may pass away ; 
I ’opes it will. 

Comin’ on top of this, it ain’t very 
plesunt to read Lord Wolseley’s severe 
—but, I’m afraid, just—kriticism of our 
soldiers at Aldershot. If ever there wag 
a time wen our army ort to be as efficient 
as posserbel it is now. 

’Ere’s anuther growl, only about the 
navy. The men seem to be shamefully 
underfed. Ain’t it skanderlus? Arter 
all that the handy man ’as done lately, 
too! I was torkin’ to a handy man 
about it the othur day, an’ ’e assured me 
that it was troo, an’ that ’e’ad to lay out 
no end of ’is pay in ‘‘tommy,’’ or else go 
‘ungry. We must pitch into the 
orthorities until things are altered, or we 
shall ’ave the handy man biddin’ ta(r), 
ta(r) to ’is callin’. 

I’m glad to see that ‘‘ Bobs”’ ’as put ’is 
foot down firmly at last. Them Boers wot 
takes the oath, an’ breaks it, are <oin’ 
to get it ’ot an’ strong. It’s about time, 
hitherto takin’ sich an oath was ore 
or less of a farce; it puts me in mind of 
wen my ‘pore dear ’usbing used to take 
the pledge—allus willin’ to take it, an’ 
more than willin’ to break it. 

Someone ’as been ritin’ to a poper 
suggestin’ that a ‘* Boys’ Anti-Cigarette 
Society’ should be formed. I second 
the motion ; it’s shockin’ to see siall 
boys--some of ’em in nickerbockers— 
puffin’ theirselves into early graves. 
Terbacker is the man’s friend, but the 
boy’s enemy, an’ a boy wot’s kort smo‘in’ 
ort to be wopped till made to “ pipe ’iseye.” 

The Taff Vale railwaymen ’ave gone 
on strike now. Wot will it a-Vale em, 
=— ' I shoud like to know? By-the-bye, the 
AN IDEAL POST OFFICE. Great Eastern men and the directors 
don’t seem able to “ hit it,” arter all the 
A good grip of the subject. palaver, an’ I’m afraid it will end in a 
strike, 


ANDERSON’ S 


CLITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
ail scaal imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 
or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these tw os te | 
: © articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to weah) 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S §00ds, and be sure you got them. is " ¥ 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FIN SBURY, LONDON. E.C. 












































. > 
4 . 
" p 
di -_ ® 
oat ? - ~ - A ti os oon . 
. 2 7 . onde! Chait) — ve 2 6s P Ge ’ 
$ 2 ~. - : ~ z oe - : — ca ae aud ‘ — 3 , 
y rr ’ P : ~ : os —< par ty i —_ Dw i ~ a i . . . » . 
. eal _ ® 4 i . ’ cores mn Ser stat 2: = = . ‘ = : > aa ee a ee hele a - a —- _ ao = 4 " 7 
" pe : = pane —— ° ee, ee a ois Se! 9 se She at . 4 . ——_— . ae . sr ‘ “a : nae " 4 ee ~ ee . 
Po . es ee a * ~ Pea <tr: eas e ae es c . 4 4 ‘esa ty BE Rah ' a illo : 
noah - = be ei os snes ne hws 5 ali 7 “ 3 « ‘ a 2 he ~ a en *. aa 
oad pe ne a RR AD tin a Sa 3 : s P oi, ome 3 a am - - v ree Sl a gah ner saat las mone 27 Sel, A 2 aan ee ~ 
ae T= “ws — - . ae Oe 2 ee ms a pty : “ 3 pens ib cap me °- ‘2 = 7 - -~ we . 
; Te een eee ” oe etetiieciindl “ on Dincivinpncibtini ii “a . a eae amen ‘ al ~ ss " 
. - : - ae oo ~ i ee + spa ad ~ ‘ on he 
2 5 4 a a tar Pe 5°" ahaaaeinee aeet - . . sm rate = a eee ps sae "tied aaarve - —— . . 
* ot oe Se aix., bm 4 Aud — ~ «ab -—s - - - 7 - " ‘ ae ed 
+ io = ye” ot a Ae a ‘ . Me be c s se ae, -— . oem. — . - ved ae , cade 5 J se . ee" e: , 
- tain igen ‘ . + a “ es. ag Fee F ie, aS ~ ie , 3 ’ a ee =" S 
ci 39 teal ee. eae _ te ee “ay KLARA A Soc Ole ‘ Si aaaee 4 ~ 4 i¥ -* ers Pa ty te c: Ae Se * Se ae ee 
a 4 — “7 ™ = ” = = — 


en 


Ein in < tehlle n ssisnniny spam ™ maith 
s 2 a ae 
a a ines — 





3 die 9%. Gt 


a OE ae 


el sealants tee 
* : > Phase 
poe . ae see sr i 
3 “4 = : 
te. Haale pie kenge ¢ % 
Z Sioa, cect ete 3 sd 12 
< . sa SS Wir 
‘ “ae dh ins 


Oe a it ast 
A I A 
aeatinceieendiliie ee 








